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The Amateur Adventurer 

By Ellis Parker Batler 


very window where Morley Smith 
•food and waved a band. 

The adventurer Heaped back and 
moved softly to his. etiatr. Suddenly- 
he had an overwhelming feeling that 
he was not at all an adventuMr 
probing the mysteries at a modern 
Bagdad, but a silly and reasonless In- 
truder Into the privacy of a very or- 
dinary home. He felt, at that mo- 
ment and far a considerable time af- 

one who was accustomed to the dull ter. a perfect idiot. Here was an or- 

He often elegance of wealthy town and conn- dlnary young wife frying pork chops, 

_ - r houses. There was a strong, and an ordinary young hukband brlng- 

... _i. but the Impreaaions warm odor of cooking foods, a rain- Ing horns additional provender In pa- 
mad* on him by what he read were gllng of various dinners, not pleas- per bags, and he. Morley Smith, sit- 

ant to a man who had dined; yet It ting in the parlor without the sHght- 

- - - - est excuse to give the husband for 
being there. 

Morley Smith felt deeply and pain- 
fully the difference between the sort 
of chape an author seadn on adven- 
tures and hlmaetf- One <ff Those chaps 
would have a lot of things to any. 
don't you know! The things the chap 
would any would make 11 all right — 
make an adventure ef It. Morley 


truthful; pure and Impure; good and 
wicked; wonderful and common- 
place; In a word, he is everything." 


Y mr # ... , . _ stories It contained. He was an ex 

OU get very few things In this tremely deliberate reader, 
world unless you go mfter spent several months over a short | try 
them. This in as true of ad- popyl" - novel. 1 

ventures as of any other de- f 0 7",hit reason tremendously" deep! 
sirable mutter: and when a man Is He Invariably declared that what he 
as bored by his existence as Morley **• reading was "beastly rot." that been expected. 
Smith woe it is . being a safe attitude for criticism to the stairs wai 

Smith was It a not strange that he uk( T but h . waa ln no way tbe *dgea of 

should seek adventure. petent to Judge whether a book was natural oak r. 

As he sat In his easy chair at his trash or not. and he. accepted aa deep varnish, and t 

P !„h a — ... . philosophy some of the flossiest at one corner 

, '"°“ t htgMi respectable and ;. e , v(n £/ of the mo „ u- (vl „ fiction- upward. Dlmr 

gloomy club — hla life seemed to him lsts. The short stories in the book there! He m. 
about as tame and colorteae as poe- he happened to pick up were neither mounted slow 
Slide. He was close to flftv vesr- ,raah nor trivial, although they were his breath. 

1C. Tic was Close to nrty j cars , he mo[it abs olute fiction, and Morley floor he saw 

old. a bachelor, and with enough Smith devoured them as thoroughly was ajar; and 
money to do what he wished. For and as slowly as an inchworra de- to the level oi 
Somethin^ like elcht veara he had ,Mr * • !•»*- woman stand 

. 6 ■ They were stories of adventure, true awaiting him. 

been suszalned by an ambition. He Arabian Nights, but the Bagdad was "Oh! excuse 
lived at the club, finding that the the city Morley Smith knew best — she had done 
most comfortable mode of life, and *®' v Vork. It wa s us If the stories casing. "I tho 
... ... . . . . . , had thrown open a huge door that The amateu 

for eight years he had planned and Smith had not known exlated. fore the door 

mildly schemed to become the ten- One walked through that door Into hat. "No." h 
ant of loom 43. the moat desirable a realm ot adventure such aa Morley Smith. I have 
room in the club. It was high In Smith had not imagined possible in May I come I 
the air. so that one was not awak- New York. Behind every door, the "I suppose 


DETECT in Lloyd George an In- 
both of mind 


creasing lethargy, 
and body. His passion for the- plat- 
form. which was once more to him 
than anything else, has almost gone. 
He enjoys well enough a fight when 
he Is ln It. but to get him into a light 
la not now so easy as his hangers-on 
would wish. The great man is tired, 
and. after all. evolution Is not to be 
hurried. He loves his armchair, and 
he loves talking. Nothing pleases 
him for a longer spell than desultory 
conversation with some one who is 
content to listen, or with some one 
who brings news of electoral 
chance?. 

Of course, he Is a tired man. but 
his fatigue Is not only physicsl. He 
mounted up In youth with wings like 
an eagle. In manhood he was able 
to run without weariness, but the 
first years of age find him unable to 
walk without falnlnesB — ihe supreme 
test of character. If he had beeu 
able to keep the wings of his youth 
I think he might have been almost 
the greatest man of British history. 
But luxury has invaded, and cynicism, 
and now a cigar In the depths of an 
easy chair, with Miss Megan Lloyd 
George on his arm. and a clever poli- 
i tlclan on the opposite side of hi* 
hearth, this is pleasanter than any 
poetic vaporinga about the millen- 
nium. 

One seems to see In him an Illus- 
trious example both of ihe value and 
perils of emotionalism. Before Ihe 
war he did much to quicken the so- 
cial conscience through the world; 
at the outbreak of war he was the 
very voice of moral indignation; and 
during the war he was the Bplrlt of 
victory; for all this, great is our 
debt to him. But he look upon In* 
shoulders a responsibility which was 
nothing less than the future of civil- 
ization. and here he trusted not to 
vision and conscience, but to com- 
promise. makeshift, patches; and the 
future of civilisation is still dark, in- 
deed. 

i This. I hope, may be said on his be- 
half when he stands at the bar of his- 
tory. that the cause of his failure to 
! serve the world as he might have 
done, as Gladstone surely would have 
done, was due rather to a vulgarity 
of mind, for which he was not wholly 
responsible, than to any deliberate 
choice of a cynical partnership wun 
the powers of darkness. 


(The Bight HoaraMt Bsri* Uoyd 
fleers* — bora Mascheeter. IMS: eon of 
the 1st* WlUlsa Geers*. Master ot 
the Hep* Street TaiUrUs School*. 
Liverpool. Maestad Is s Welsh 
Cl arch Mwl ui Cads* Tatars. By 
p r ef ers! oa a solicitor. Pieetttst of the 
Board uf Trade. ISO S-«: CBaseellor of 
the Birheaoer. 1900-13: Mla Is*** of 
Moeitlsps. 1M5-M: secretary for War. 
ISIS; I'rlwe U Ulster. IB1S-M.) 


rj*HE coldest-blooded among us must 
confess that It was a moment 


confess that 

rich In the emotion which bestows 
immortallty 

son of a village schoolmaster, 
grew up In s shoemaker's shop and 
whose boyish games were played In 
the street of a Welsh hamlet remote 
from all the refinements of civiliza- 
tion and all the clangors of Indus- 


Trapping Eels 


when this LLOiu geohgk. < 

who I 

There was not a man wlio heard him encouragements in the important 
whose humanity waa not ‘quickened, years of boyhood. 

The trade secrets were pooled. The The story was the story of his 
remote I aspply of munitions was hastened. widowed mother aid of her heroic 
tlon and «ii i J 1 .""*'' I This la the secret of his power. No i struggle, keeping house for her shoe- 

trlalixm rnn«,.»«.. C .t*2* 0r * ' man of our period, when he Is pro- making brother-in-law on the little 

EurooT ' wdthno. .nJ° breathless foundly moved and when he permits money earned by Ihe old bachelor's 
nhxaM .nd 1 ?® ra l> 0 »'*y of his genuine emotion to carry him I village cobbling, to save stzpenre a 

teniDtoous \ brief and con- I away, can utter an appeal to con- ; w eek— sixpence to be gratefully re- 

-LJ1. ._.**'. l ." re dismissal the aeleace with anything like so compel!- 1 turned to him on Saturday night. 

la stage I log a simplicity. His failure lies In j -That la the life of the poor!" he ex- 

i_ — » I a growing tendency to discard an In- claimed earnestly. Then he added 

long glorious. i - 


ferent. however. The salmon come* 
from the ocean to epawn. and tb* 
young fry ore reared In fresh walet 
The eel goes to Ihe sea to spawn and 
rear Its young, and return, often hun- 
dreds of miles, to Ihe muddy bottoms 
Nothing In his life is finer than the | of freah-water ponds and streams lo 

grow and get fat. So eels are always 
best with us In the Isle autumn, at 
Downing | the time of their return to the sea. 

A certain river In Maine has its 
headwaters In a chain of twenty-four 
muddy lakes and small pond*, ami 
the number of eels which travel 
thiough It. spring and autumn, is 
enormous. 

At a dam where an Iron "penstock 
| was newly placed to lead the water 
'down to a turbine wheel, a strange 
i accident happened. 

The penstock Is live feel In dlam- 
>our 'eter. two hundred feet long, and fall* 
I fifty-two feet, and when autumn came 
' the eels tried to pass through it. Such 
were their numbers that Ihe 400- 
horsepower tnfbln* was choked and 
j stopped by thetr bodies. A dsy of 
baed work,'! was required u> dear Ihe 
pensiocWi” X Olose wire netting was 
pnt-ed le-’prolett 'the entrance. 

The dam and flehstock and wirw 


rrfmaMn imn ah rignt— say It:- said Mr. i asey. .. — — 

The adventurer, as he had feared, „/ the*Haa2[i.l2I?®.i*® t ? r< iT ,a ■ £“«• 

J ittlH 'IJIHI had nothing at all to say. It oc- _ thog . anclen r t*"i^rf Hohentpderpg 

TvjHlUuHftTJV curred to him to say that It was pe- moat Du i aaa ■Vb „!«"? glorious. and 

wuHlHlHnUG cullar — what? — to call dinner supper f or ,_ P ■T' hoa * hlsfbry 

BUjIlwNWr In the west, bat the remark seemed w “ ,h ® «>l«ory of f.. 

VI I Inane under the circumstances, and How la it is*/ .*.■ .... 

T’ fW® b ®. dld not “ v '*• .... a ‘‘ a «"«« to aue^W^.r UC,an 

1 W P w suppose you are from the In- Another Incident hMn? 

I If V surance company." said Mr. Caaey, to c .... 1 n ®* p ® 

seeing that the stranger meant to the struggle to 

say nothing. _ British soldiers , 

With all his heart Morely Smith principal 

wished he waa He wished he could ment* was hrdd In 

MW U.n vn B, .,..... say he waa. He regretted that he the object of 

HE HAP NO BLMNBgS TO Bk. had no , fi a ,| y denied to Mra Casey their trade 

that he was from the Insurance com- For a long time this 
Frank’ Vo,. pany. Ha fait, more than ever, that nothing more than * 

man w. ' ou *** th * *n»urance bp was not cut out to be a modern blunt speeches 

-No resit.' Me ... advsnturer. A writer-chap would vine'-' 

that' 0?h. T is».h« mSi? 1 * r l,ke hava aald lo Mra ra "*Y- "That may an 

another matter. I aa- b ,. or lhat may n6t he." or some- tha 

S,/ _ thing of the sort, don't you see? A sect 

nanne * k * h *" d r ** d ,he »rlter-chsp would have been up to pen 

•■wen * ^ - , that aort of thing. reai 

^ 1 J, X s I> * Ct .. u Fr “ k w ,ny mln - "I say! No. I'm not from an In- of I 

sne said. He ought to he surance company." said the adven- rep 

now. You aan aome Into the turer easl 

w “‘ »«• *'m Mr. Casey seemed disappointed. mai 

getting dinner, an'l ^lt will bnrn if "You're not from tha- car company, wot 

nke ' . ... are your 1 he asked, as If this was a pro 

. " IL “ . ^ h ? ad *° r hlm and naw ldea aad one he had not pre- tak 

lighted a gas Jet In the parlor. It vlously entertained. It was Morley pre| 

was Quite plebeian; rurnlture that Smith's opportunity. AI 

pretended to be carved but that was "That may be. or that may not be." the 
of fiat slab*— Install- he sajd non-commitally. Llo: 

very evidently — all cheap. "Well, you ought to know." said cha 
inning to show wear. too. Mr. Casey with a slight laugh. "I eari 
. . - . „ w “ Kolng the inevitable don't If you don't." "C 

h * 11 ^rap plush The rug He became more gracious. He be- Pro. 

lelf ,h * way of all cheap rufr. came actually friendly. “ha 

tlea .k . .. * most comfortable "1 may a a well tell you right now." at t 

ilm ® ha ‘ r - "^' d ” ra : <a «ey. "I think he said, "that there Is nothlng to see — k 

ire. rrana will be here In a minute, on my lee.” The 


and I stlnctlve emotionalist for a calculated w |, h bitterness, 
aStutensss which too often attempts K | ve lh em five 
.to hide IU cunning under the garb of , h eir old age I 
His Intuitions ars the cblnet!'" 

Hla reasoning powers in 

. struggle he waged with the liberal I 

' * cabinet during his days as chancellor 

ge flrgt came to of the exchequer. The private oppo- | 

... . sitlon he encountered in r 

zred not only a „treet. the haired and contempt of 
hut the one bed some of his liberal colleagues, was 
d With a fellow exceeded on the other side of politics 

. . only In the violent mind of Sir Kd- 

lere both incon ward ,- nrgon . Kven the K( , ntlp John 

.loyd George, the Morley waa troubled by his hot In- j 
as a member of slstencea. "I had better go." he sa'd ■ 
.he lo ,J °l' d George. "I am getting old; 
enaea were e , have nothing now for you hut crlti- 
lodger. who aft- clsm." 

ate secretary to [ To which the other replied. "Lord 
B rival* haa told Morl *>'- • would sooner have 

criticism than Ihe praise of any man 
speech of Lloyd living"— a perfectly sincere remark. 

I In pathos and sincere. 1 mean, with the emotional- 
ghich the young ism of the moment. His schemes 
;nt would often were disordered and crude: neverthe- I 
r days, seated on laas . the spirit that informed them 
•Y JBMclDg to add! waa-llka a new birth In the polltlcsi 
eches lit. By onalof the a-hdle-world. A friend of mine i 


aeon waa the history of Eu 

honest sentiment. 

has unrivaled 

_*? , P®r‘ ,,ro,n * n * nc *? considerable. 

Ihl * Q»ootlon? n *Eari y* " in 

get munitions for W HEN Uc 

manufacturers of arms- i„ 

Whitehall with 1 ° 

persuading them to pool ,hat <f arr *‘ 

secrets. countryman. 

sTcc.'^f **! venlently po 
•accession of . .. 

'fiJSSTSS™-* showing- ■w^t’h lament 

SSKSiS-ssa® — 

fid *llf h t I‘* lr fortune. de . erward beca 

on ah* the*fnterier-?L b ° Und * ° f °"« ° f U ° yd 
-mtS? gtmtlemen th “ 

eaenttng ths gov.ram«7 w.rS G#onfe * ver 
ly proved by UieM hard-h.Ts.a P° w * r the si 
ufacturera. responsible to their 

n5f?, P ‘* f". d k rt^'holOer, for the *" '5? 

Perlty of their competing under- L he f d *®^or 
oga. to be Impracticable If not 1™..'," tb f u, 


«-ned by early street noises; It war author told Morley Smith, adventure 
Hooded by the morning sun ln win- waited for the coming of the ad- 
ter; It overlooked the small roof- venturer, and ha proved It by giving 
garden next door, from which on Instances that became short stories 
pleasant evenings during the warm of such interest that Morley Smith 
period very good music sounded. forgot to sip his drink as he read. 

Every resident member of the Behind every door! You merely pick- 
club coveted Room 43 and made ed out the door and tapped on It, and 
plans to caplnsc It when old Jason the door opened, and tbs adventure | ute." 

Birch gave It *p? Every one knew was there! Jhtre 

old Jason Birch would not give It * * * e 

up until he died. FY>r eight years. 

therefore. Morley Smith had had a vfORLJSY SMITH finished the book I don't attend to It.' 
real object In life: but now Jason i'J and looked up at the familiar 

Birch waa dead, and Morley Smith _ . .. , , 

waa domiciled in Room 45. and he surroundings of the lounglng-room 

felt that life- Had temporarily loat of the club. A great city teeming 

Its savor. When a man's one great wUh adventure, and he sitting here really cut out 
ambition la achieved he feels lost. ... ... .. „ v .- r ment stufT. 

Morley Smith may be described ln thls d «« d >y- bor.eK.ms hole, dying ,, w|> bef 
beginning at the ground, a m the of slow ennui! I say — what. He The plush 
neatest shoes (which he called felt In 
hoots), the best-fitting spats and the 
most beautiful trousers In New R-T, 

York. He was an adept at saying 
"Oh! I say. old chap!" Once a 
month he looked at his envelope of JL, 

club checks and hoped the club book- b 'F, 3®’ 
keeper had totted the beastly things wltb a 
up correctly, what? Regularly once — ad(! 
a month he took his pocket check- h» n dkei 
hook and the bank's statement to w . nt ou 
the cashier of the Ancient National ti nn * ap 
Bank and said: "Tot this up for me. Arthu 
old chap, will you? I can't make || npd r , 
the beastly afTalr balance!” There b | a 
was always several thousand dollar*. * an -doll 
balance to hla credit; so It did not tore he 
matter much whether It balanced or w | (b a 
not in gratl 

He did not spend all his time In q m ., b v 
the club. He knew many people. on tb . 

Fifth avenue and the adjacent streets , h 
were, spotted with doors that gladly iTj 
opened to him and he waa continually 1 J? 
being dragged to some elegant coun- *'»n tni 
try place on Long Island or else- doormai 
where. Ho endured all this with the taxi 
proper resignation, but was tremen- Morley 
dously bored by It all. The club number. 

bored him; life bored him. The street and number he had|"* ann ® r ■ u fi** a * 

When the chappies began to come chosen at random. In the manner of “* r husband would 
Into the club wearing their khaki- true adventurers, and before they flat ,n a drunken frv 
colored uniforms hi* life bored him reached it he saw the driver scan- h ® r the vl 

more than ever. They, juckv lada n | n(t , he houaa numbers. They drew »*•"*■ *>“' l‘ ws» adv 
were going to have a taste of what u _ be f ore a church l<,aB - Already Mori' 

Muir ^ faces "t? ^ ^ ^ -‘pUi” JS* ,. W £5 

oven | "The club *Thev b m'ok ”audG Morley 8mlth looked at the church. th ® da >'- 1 whi 

hly "and ’as* I f thiy J *£' ^Pectableand J *“®» ™ 

the draperies. Morley Smith, sitting sedate church, dark as to windows **" . y ®" ' * h 1 

In the red-leather chair and saying. a " d evidently locked and barred as >;"*>• “? 8 *® r * n| 

•I say. waiter, a brandy and soda, churches are for five nights In the ‘“■ t „3, u ®„ ry : f a -J wa J , i 
what?” felt tremendously out of it. week. should not mix Into 

He wished he was one of the lads "I say. you know." said Morley J_ UBt make yours 
and hooked up to this war thing Smith, 'is this east or west?" * *' have to look aft. 

somehow; and he would have been. “East — you said east." She went as far a 

hut for certain infirmities that did “It can't be this." said Morley "TH Just close th 

not show on the surface. Smith. "It must have been west. don-t mind." she sal. 

The men In the club were not all Try the same number west, my man ” chop* a " d the smol 
like Morley Smith. There may. have The driver wheeled the taxicab and dreadful sometimes." 
been a dozen more or less like hlm_ bumped toward the west. When he ^ 

hut he was the true fine flower of bad crOMed z«h avenn* I.* • * * 

clubdom. He was a clubman. Every bapk T„ to the cab as lf wondTrina W HEN “h® had clo. 
proper club has him. ln varying num- l h , Ib l P h l. VV . 

hers. He does not know anything h . h.., 6 ,!!. ^5 Quite had retreated t 

about anything worth knowing. He ®? b *®' ‘J 1 ® ^°" 1 - tbe lamp* "telescope" hall to 

has a store of entirely Incorrect In- “°"® d *“t Morley Smith was en- adV enturer felt for a 

formation, picked at random. "Hedge- H y ® ,y . 8ob .?. r ' v I ?,®.. waa a *tting erect. ' k „, , _ — ™-..- 

hogs? Yes. I know them; they're scanning the buildings as they paseed tbat b ® wa * Uklng a Billy risk. He k l"*r auto of youra the way no man 

the woolly beggare with the long by them. The taxicab etopped before dropped hla ooat over the back of OUKbt to drive. They'll say that In 

tails.” Or "Roumania? One of those a plain, old-fashioned flat-bulldlng. h ls chair Mood hla stick ,*. 1 ,.. . for “l*- . When your car 

little countries they carved out of one of a. long row. Morley Smith V b, “ ,t,ok ‘K* 1 "* 1 knocked me in front of the street 

Poland, you know. They keep their opened the door and stepped out placed hie hat on the floor and with car 

women in harems— what?" For many "Charge It to the club, Mr. Smith?" cautious tread approached the closed * * * * 

ZSghiV ^wmplete ’occupation* VmTn ^v^tu’rVr fTTTcomfortin'g JeTsTo t d °° r _ A " ' ,U,e,,y “ «~"‘ bl « b ® CASEY * t0PPed 8h0rt 

might be a banker or a poet or a safety as he heard the driver If tur " ed knob. The door opened There waa a blank look on the 
snectabVe occuoTt a n re8p,,c ' ed and re * death lay at the end of this adven- f“S ,y l *** bad f * a ved. face of hi* vIMtor. A* a matter of 

Suddenly, with the war. being a ‘ “[' pIy ® "hT driver h wou id' ^do^T^a he went back hta U ' chair ’'ifven ract ' th ® adT « ntur ® r waa trying to 
taWSSTllMntffw the glv- f r,® ab * enae of caution came wlrii thU f. b ™ u * h 'T’oTi d T r P ‘ e “ lhln *“ ,0 ** tber ' “> '® av « ®ome 

ornment or selling bonds for the gov- thought. "Yei.” he said. "And I ^ooa He* heatT^ho *° rt ° f """ oot of tb * Un * le ot 

ernment. The poet began writing “Y- chauffeur! Come back for me th6 P 1 words Mr. Casey had thrown at him. 

patriotism. For the genuine clubman In two houre. will yon? I'm going “ - < ^**? tarn * d tj*®.". o U »* r ald ®. V 

there was nothing. You Jolly well In here”— he pointed to the door of faint od 5’ r ° f F minute he had felt mfe — Casey 

«*an*t be a professional clubman in the flats — "and when I come out. I’ll ? or ^. .9 no P? cmta% through thought he had come to adjust some 

a manner noticeably to assist the wait In the restaurant yonder. If “a 5 * claim Corner had against a trolley 

government. To alp a rtekey and aay. I'm not there at » o'clock, tell the • :*- - 1 " * 1 . a ' tb °y* b Morley had * * 

"I say! the Germans are a rotten lot. police, will you? Thanka This Is ? 1 r eady ® a , t * n -„ bl ? appetite leaped company. Now the adventurer was 

what?" doesn't bite very deep when f or you." 1 ” to “®J r uf ®' H ® hf 1 not eaten pork all at sea again. Hls brain would 

the younger chaps are actually wear- xh , fiat-building was divided In the '5 Pp T. ®2L ob ' „ not fo f. many not cope with this new oompllcatlon. 

member ^“^^^1^ „ » - MMiWffTS 

rnd 8 fee?s n |on% B '° ° ne 8 ' d8 bSow oonmw&SlSKTnTSSX? T SKa^ThSTh. ‘SUt^ 

h , Mo c^d. sm ^e 8 r , ,w t r‘: k a s - rr-a^e^w^ni wS" 

a banker member. “I say. old chap, letter boxes, each wltb a push but- onc of the Lotl^s hi„ “ ori€y He heritated. 

if you sec a chance to work me into ton. In the small slots above the and brushed a nose that did HinTnlfia wa " T orr ’j d - H * c ?.1 d . ”. ot d *" 

this some way " and was met with letter boxes were namea oome were Pushing He remov^oni*rn«^ clde whether Morley Smith .had oome 

an “I'll remember it. Smith." which cut from visiting cards nnd some f 0 Med |? ' caref ullv He lSoke’d Tt ^ 1° “T!!® .1^ troU *Y or Mr * Casey, defending her extras.- the 

meant Smith would be the last man were written. Morley Smith ex.mln- Sliklngl? hij DtetiSS. l ° ^. tt,# sf* own er of th e auto- ga.t hu*band. "W«'r« not «>lte pau- * 
to he asked to take part in t ie big ed them all-Hlrech. Casey. Wlldman Or^allment-ptS, .tTff) Tsd then «lk- h^kn.w'hTh^f OtftZ P *™- birthday only earn.. J V 

work on hand, and after standing on and so on— -and pushed the button ed to the window and looked out. In "^d^iCs^bbm ,v. 

the edge of a group for a few mln- below the box that proclaimed Itself Here and there across ths way were t’h.' nfmai’. j?? k ’ b "-vSTTn • .t.«?®Si* y *eis 8 T5 adven turer ; and 

utes with hls glass in hls hand. Mor- the temporary property of F. X- lights In the windows, but most of m o h ns’s d f * n A* d* ^nd^Tm Vn a h wifshdAl iJS? rasas rot 

ley Smith would go back to the red Casey. There waa a mysterious click- th e window, W er. black, the famiriee had^ Unt h"mTnt^ thT^d« Tf a yearf To^^now. lie f.U »t 

easy chair and sip In silence. Ing In the lock of the door that being In their dining rooms. He street car. The fender had rolled t»t*n ashamed. <*■ 

It became intolerable. Hls life separated the vestibule from the hall, looked down and saw a policeman to the street. He had been bruised — "The wont ot U wea" self! Mr mln 

seemed as colorlen as a bit of water- and Morley Smith opened tha door standing under a lamppost slapping no doubt of that — but nntll he saw Casey. “1 didn’t get them,’ attar all. and 

soaked paper drifting aimlessly ln a while the clicking continued. He hM arms across hls chest. The bright- this wall fed. well groomed gentle- I'm going to let her have them for H 

vast ocean, and It waa while he was knew enough about flat* to know thl* est spot In th* street was the reatau- man ln hi* parlor he tied not thought Christman Just the name! Jf I gat con 

feeling thu* that he picked up a book waa an invitation to enter. rant across the way, and as Morley of getting any damages from aay my Inaur— — " at 


being Wiped out of life In Ihoueande! spoken to me of the sorrows and suf- the new rich, and now 'borouKhly ' ryHAT summer a naturalist, who had 

Gentlemen, give me guns. Don't think '"ring* of humanity with an “""*1*- - liking the game of politics for Its; I h ard lhf Mory . came to see the 

of your trade secrete. Think of your takable sympathy. I remember ln ;amuN | nK adventure, he has retained n * 3 . .... 

children. Help them! Give me those particular one occasion on which he . little- „f hls original genius except Its penstock and dam, and unue looking 

guns." told me the story of hls boyhood: it quickness. about he explained the migrations 

This was no stage acting. Hie voice was a moving narrative, for never * * * * . . . e f , h , boy* there. 

broke, hla eyes filled with tears and once did he refer to bis own personal of eels lo h „.._ for . 

hls hand, bolding a piece of note- deprivations, never once express re- intuitions ar» amaxlsg He as- Now. many boye would hue for 

paper before him. shook like a leaf, gret for hls own loss of powerful tonlshed great soldiers In the wai gotten It all by the next day; but this 

hyhisp^monsirstion®. ^rd M.ine, a {- STlS? 

In being assured tbat the Insurance One of the paper bags had contained cool critic, would *l« by the sofa of the at ^ particular time, then would I* a 

company would allow him twenty-five charlotte ruese. ... .. dying Dr. Jameson telling how Lloyd • good lime to catch them, 

dollars for the time he had remained "I say!" he said suddenly. He G . . . ' „ I He and two other lads put their 

at home. Now he moistened hie lips looked from Mrs. Casey to her hus- u ® or *® * aln ‘* nd a « ain whrn 1 heads together and late in October 

and started at Morley Smith, trying band, hls eyes bright with a yig Idea | all the firidter* were wrong. Lord lh „. a u a ,.hed a strip of wire netting 

,0 .i*® c ' d ® wbat *° “Y "® xt - "Yes?" queried Mr. Casey. Rhondda, who disliked him greatly and two feet high along the whole top 

Mr. Casey felt that he most be care- “Tou were going on a hit shout „ .jesnised him told m. h,.«. e of the dam and made It fast a! both 

ful. If he laid the blame for hls accl- settling with me. Back there In the ra,hHr Owpised him. told me how often °r the asm 

dent on the car company, and this | parlor, you know. Cracking Idea. Lloyd George put heart Into a cabinet '"R.L. a f t . r the autumn rain*. 

tb ® °T"® r . ® f «he automo- that! Do away with suits and Juries thal waa really trembling on the edge water overflowed the dam. It ran 

bile, he would get nothing; If the man and all that sort of thing, what? Beast- f ^ ^ „ seems true lhat he never through the netting, but the eel- 

was an adjuster for the car company ly nuisances, the lawyer chaps. Hup- Th ev had to go to a 

and Casey laid the blame on the auto- pose I buy the lady a birthday pres- ,™ ub *® d HRJiVhi. nearTh* south endof the dam. 

mobile, he would get nothing. He ent. what? Tou know what I mean. ^,,“1 J" r T^, h ^. G “ P kab ' " 'f ETHi- thiT hove had folded the netting 

felt It would be too raw to ask the old chap— let you buy It. and all that. P ■ -1 r where tb ® b0 ?® ,* d n „° a .|,|, 

man who he waa and then base hls What say we settle up the damages ' ' b ‘" k Iba ' * h ® d °?“ 1 ba ® f ;“ en into a k,nd ®f ‘“J 1 "T'a meter at the 

claim accordingly. At that moment right now?' 2 '® . diameter at 

Mrs t^y cam. to the parlor door. XTcTh^'s^mV*- 1 1 the boy. had 

.* ^"moved hls chrir bTck a nT I '“me, apt to place in it. A quick mind attached a piece of old fire hose 



